THE  SPANISH  WAR
given, as one could guess from a programme chalked in
lewd Spanish on the wall. The confessional boxes had
been turned into dressing-room accommodation with
anti-conception devices for the women, and generally-
speaking the Reds, with their usual sadism, had endeav-
oured to do everything foul which they thought might
desecrate the church more.
In one corner was a magnificent Portuguese tester bed
with twisted columns, and, standing next to it, a grand-
father clock in a beautiful painted box. The woodwork
and painting were Spanish, but the clock itself was by one
John Davis of London. I would have liked to take it
with me as it seemed doubtful that its owner, if alive,
would ever find it again. But I did not care to appear to
be a looter, and the clock was not an object which could
be easily transported
Past the railway station, the scene of so much unsuccess-
ful fighting weeks earlier, we had to leave our cars when
we got to the entrance of Aravaca.   Four-inch and six-
inch shells were falling on either side of the road pretty
frequently, and it would have been unwise to go any
farther by car.   Aravaca we found in a very good state
of repair, and after visiting the Sector Commander we
were authorised at our own risks and perils to go up the
main street, cross the waste ground looking somewhat
like a village green, and on to Partridge Hill to find once
more our familiar Corunna road.   There was the Halcyon
road house on Partridge Hill, a famous meeting-place for
the Red leaders of Madrid, and I was very anxious to have
a good look at it.
But I was to find that Aravaca was not a healthy place
for a stroll. We went across the "village green" while a
perfect chatter of machine-gun bullets went on overhead.
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